


pictures | JOHN LEECH’S “PICTURES OF LIFE & CHARACTER.” 53 ine vols. 10/6e 
dive G. DU MAURIER’S PICTURES OF “ ENGLISH SOCIETY.” Sup. 10y. 4to, 42/- 
ur. PuNCH’s | CHARLES KEENE’S PICTURES OF “OUR PEOPLE.” Royal 4to, 2// 
cottection. | MARRY FURNISS’S PICTURES, “M.P.’S IN SESSION.” 4to, 6/- 
"_| MR. PUNCH’S “VICTORIAN ERA.” 1000 Cartoons. 3 royal 4to vols., 42/- 
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AND SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 


(S22; SCHWEPPES TABLE WATERS 
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XH Sales during 1888, 12,404,820 Bottles. 
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THE MATRIMONIAL HERALO AND 
fon tg ye gle 


etrimerial Ageery im 


erveape 146 a ©, Lames Cosduit © 


hemes 


TO STOUT PEOPLE. 


Sewess Terre cape" Mr Ressell’s aim te to 
BRedicaTe, to cue the dlecese. and that bis treat 
meat is the tree om- sooms beyoni af) doubd Ldn 
medicine be preveri 
oF se” woe vee Srevree ” 

otes how to pee ant awe 
at ae ’ A ¢ redw tic ia b:08 wea 
poet Ler & clamps 
Y. C. BUSSELL, Wodurs Ecuse, 


Store Street, Bedford Square, Londen, W.6. 








THE STANDARD | 


LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 


Accumulated Fund, ‘7 Millions Sig, 


FOR PROTECTION 
LINIWLSIANI P 





EDINBURGH, 8 George 6t (Head Ofice) 
LONDON, 63 King William Street, BC. 

S Pall Mall Bast, 6. W. 
DUBLIN, 6 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & Agencis in india & the Colonies 


A DELIGHTFUL CUP. 


EXEILARATING. CONVENIENT. DIGESTIVE. 





BEFAESEING. FRAGRANT. ECONOMICAL. | 


Distit’ 


Coffee 


“ Dist] Coffee is & concentrated extract 
in which the fins flavours, true aroma, and 
stimulating properties—so valuable in 


freshly - roasted Coffee Berries — are pre- 
served and permanently retained, providing 
a superb article of diet. 

A Boon to Coffee Consumers. Purity Guaranteed. 

6d4., ls., and 2s. per Bottle. 
le Bottle equsis! pound ete Evesrwarer 

> & yes eo Greet, Oe, oS yee 

If any @iffeulty im obtaining it, the Proprietors 
for 


will forward « Bhilling Boctle, Pree, on receipt of 
Foclve Stames 


BEARE, GOSNELL & FRY, 


#1, SOUTHWARK &T., LONDON 
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PLOUGHS. 





INVICORATIN( 


AVS AAVE NDER 
SALTS 


—_—— 








VAN 





HOUTEN’S 
PURE SOLUBLE COCOAIE 


BEST & GOES FARTHEST. 
“It is admirable.”—BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL, 
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- _____reathes & fragrance, 
SWEET SCENTS 
LIGN-ALOE. OPOPONAX,) 
\ FRANGIPANNI. PSIDIUM y 








ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 


TIDMAN'S #2222234 
acs SEA 
oS ea buoyancy to SALT. 


Seid Everywhere. Bewsre of imitations. 








LADDER WLBS are now being sold. 

and Beer has tee yw CARKS Tene on ONE 
cross strao in every yard 

Ask for CARR'S STAMPED LADDER wrs, 


and sce that the name is there 


‘CARR’S PATENT TAPES 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 


TABLE KNIVES. 








SAMUEL BROTHERS. 


BOYS’ 
SCHOOL 
OUTFITS. 
Mesrs. SAMUEL 







send, 
Pagesanc of 
for the wear 

men. hove, or 
together with ag os 
new Iticernatren Cata- 


* Bron” Sort. 4 WEAR. 
SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
MERCHANT TAILORS, OUTFITTERS, &., 
65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, Lonpon, E.C. 











NON-MERCUMIAL. The &. 
AKTICLE for CLEANING elnvE 
| PLATE, =- FIVE GOLD MED. warued. 
told every where.in Bones, ls. , 2s. 64., and 40.64. 





STREETERS DIAMONDS 


WHITE & MODERN CUT 
MOUNTED fram &,5.to & 5,000. 
18 NEW BOND S‘,W. LONDON. 


This Jewellery Bu 





biished in the City in the reign of King George the Third. 





“ EXOELLENT—of Great Value.”— Lancet, June 15, 1889, 


CONCENTRATED 


PEPTONIZED 








DeLIGW00S FLAVOUR. 
[MO DIGESTION WEEDED. 


Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 
FOR INVALIDS, DELIGATE CHILDREN, 


ALL OF WEAK DIGESTION. 


COCOA ano MILK 


Tins, ls. 6d. and 2s. Gd. each, obnaianbla everywhere. 


| SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 


OXFORD.—MITRE HOTE 


ONE OF THE MOST ECO) 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGney 


BOURNEMOUTH ~~ 
'ROYAL BATH HOTEL 


re atromised rh i fot an of Wales Gras 
ve acres, wi t ora frontage. 
et East Cl Die wos, 



















LONDON, = 


heed 
FINEST SITUATION. 
EVERY LUXURY ano 
COMFORT. 

MosT RECHERCHE 
QUISINE. 

VERY MODERATE 
TARIFF. 











WHITAKER & GROSSITEG 


“PURE WHITE’ 


GLYCERINE SOAP 


Boftens the Skin and Complerna:, 
1/6 Box of3. ‘chanionns Grocers Stores direct post fe, 
22, SILK STREET, CITY, LONDOS 


CONDY'S FLUID, 


USED IN ALL HOSPITALS 





Conpr's Rewzpiat Fim 
Por Sore Throats, relaxed Throsts, 
Uleerated Throats. safe, Speedy, cheap cage 
GORE SHEROATS CURED IN A PEW D7 
dilght cases cut short at once. 


 wOnoy's 


bottle, or f.e¢ by post on applicati ate 
CONDY’'S FLUID WORKS 
&%, TURNMILI. STREEBT, LONDON, Et 


Under the direct Patronage of B.M. The 67280. 








and Imperial Warrast, Pure 
geist to the Roya! Familie ¢ 
and the Rank and Fashion of the Vet 


EGERTON BURNETT 


ROYAL SERGE! 


E 
y Length Bold. 
tnd-stove to any part 
Do Acewrrs on M 
EGERTON BURNETT, 
Wellington, Somerset, 


COOPER'S CORDIAL | 
ESSENCE OF GINGER 


» highly efficacious ia Gouty ae ~~4 Speems, 
rie 


Bickness, ss 3 | 
Diarrhea, &c, eae 7 ee, pe 
’ Laboratory of 
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to any address. | 
ed on Ose ' 
Max Eurtotss 
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| Parboiled, done to a turn. 
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ACHES AND BAINS. 
(A Story of a’ Ed ad a Tail.) 


Aiz-les-Bams, Monday.—Hadn’t been here twenty-four hours 
when, as a popular novelist remarks, Lo! a strange thin — ~~ 
Standing at bed-room window ; loo on scene sp out before 
terrace of Splendide Hotel; the Dent du Chat (a tooth no artist has 
ever yet drawn), the Roche of the King, the Mount of la Chervez, the 
Mount of St. Sumain, the Semnoz Alpes, the Valtec d’Annecy, and 
below, the Lac de Bourget, this morning lying, as Sir Sitas Weee 
MP., says, “‘like a big turquoise in bosom of the everlasting 
hills.” Known Weee for many years, that is to say, as one knows 
a man he meets in London; a celebrated constructor of Ships, a 


writer of letters to the Times, once a Lord of the Teh © weighty Gentleman 
s Sir 


debater in all that relates to Naval Defences—that _ Stzas’s 
standing at home. Here quite another man; always dropping into 
poetry, sometimes other people's, often his own. Docasio sionally 
mixed up; quotesa line or a stanza; doesn’t know if it’s SHELLEY 
or Sizas, WorDsworTH or Weec. Best of it is, there’s no extra 
charge. Aocustomed to contract work when Chief Constructor; now 
goes along, poetry or prose, all same and measurement. Would 
a great comfort to a retired 
Dustman in quest of literary 
instruction. 
On way to Baths from Hotel 
pomours day narrow thorough- 
are called Ruedu Puits d’ Enfer. 
Rather an odd name; wouldn’t 
like to have it for home address. 
“A little premature,” says 
Mytes Fenton, who is here 
studying management of French 
ilways, ing of officials, 
arrangement of trains, and treat- 
ment of passengers, so that he 
may learn what to avoid. 
Address certainly has that 
among other objections, but not 
without its i 


atmosphere redolent of sulphur. 

‘* Brimstone, brimstone every- 
where, and not a spot of treacle,” 
says Sir Sitas Weeo, M.P., 
under the impression that he is 


dropping into ° 

vert day Pat by the half- 
hour with more than my toes 
in a brimstone brook. And if 
anyone asks me for why, I hits 
him a crack with my crook, 
“?Tis Bracaet that cures me,’ 
says I. This a very moderate 
int. take more 


the inhalation- 
room, and the needle-bath. The brimstone enough for me. 

Got rather a shock passing along one of conmlias this morning. 
Through a door, partly opened, observed human head placed care- 
lessly on top of a box sta ang middle of room. Knees shook ; tail 
mageed ; hair stood upright all down my back. Fresh horror ; seemed 
to know face. Had often seen it late at night beaming over wide 
waste of wrinkled shirt front; looked als no mistake; it was 
Tory Lumpxiy, M.P.! The same expressive and expansive mouth ; 

¢ same smooth vi ; the unmistakeable eyes, and the agitated 
hair. Stood _— ;, what could this mean? If we had been in 
Ireland and Tony an Irish Member, I would have guessed that this 
was Batvour’s work. But Tory sits on Ministerial Benches; votes 
straight on Irish Question ; always to be depended u save per- 
haps in matter of new staircases in Westminster Hall. Couldn’t be 
ATHUR. Must be brigands. Found Towy out late at night ; cut off 
his head, and casually left it here. Continued to gaze with sicken- 
ing horror; presently fancy saw head move ; istakeable wink 
from left eye; then familiar voice rolled forth : 

Hullo, Tosy, dear boy, what are you pang lowe 9* 

I’m going to my bath,” I said ; “ but, perhaps, I may ask what 
oe such part of you as remains—do here ? Where, my dear 

UMPELN—where’s the rest of you ?” 
“Ha! ha!” Toxy laughed, with hilarity ge unpleasant in the 
ireumstances; “‘as usual, I’m all here! Vapour box, doncherno; 
come in here; man opens the door; you get in ; accommodated with 
hee as they say in Police Court reports ; leave your head out of 

le top of box ; turn on steam inside; and there you are, doncha ; 


My 


Tony Lumpkin, M.P. 
(After his Bath.) 


performance, suited to my absence of complain 
serious proceedings, in the douche, the vapour- 


thaking hands ; see you later.” 
Glad to find It—I mean him—in such good spirits; not quite sure 


Very glad to see you ; excuse my not | 


it was all right till later in day came upon him, fully dressed, with 
head in mh ny his graceful Som ae l hidden. 
Wonderful young-old fellow is Tory,” caid Count MUNDELLANI, 
M.P. “Been in House to my knowledge for quarter of century ; 
but same rough-and-tumble boy he was when he used to howl at 
“yung be in ne fest _ Land Bill.” 
* Yes,” said Sir Srtas Waee, “ he’s growing into a standing con- 
tradiction of the poet’s dictum, that Youth and Age can’t dwell 


ag coent Mums by eer to pas Boe Fy = oF 
; a in with oure; happen 

eve of Prorogation ; Technical Education Bill brought on Count, 
under peremptory instructions from Doctor, had on long- 
defi journey for Aix-les-Bains, ‘‘ Where is Right Hon. 
a?” Oty Morarry had asked in course of debate. ‘ He 
foes epeeiat interest in the Measure. Why is not he here to watch 

“That's all ve 
believe it ? ew Be y after making this speech, OLp M 
went home, packed up his copy-book, and i 
to 


Wrote rat yen this pecul 
im, point out jar peror 
speech ; have long letter in reply ; just like one 
questions in House, Here it is :— 
“My Dear Couwr, ‘Steam Yacht‘ Pandora,’ Vltema Thule. 
* L have received your letter in which you point out—or, 


of his answers to 


tween my practice and my public 
this connection I would recall to your mind a 
EmeEnrsow (an American writer of some reputation), points to the fact 
that we do not dig, or grind, or hew, by our m strength, but 
by bringing the weight of the to bear on the spade, axe, or 

+ Precisely us to is the operation upon my dail 
action of my sense of duty to the Queen and the country, temper 
always, I trust, by my desire to meet ‘the views of gentlemen 
having seats in all parts of the House. 

‘*T am sorry if, in yielding to this impulse, I have offended you ; 
but I have nothing to hide from the House, or from any Hon. or 


. | Right. Hon. Gentleman who may hold a seat init. I have been per- 
; | fectly frank with you, it being my habitude to abhor all concealment 


where no real disgrace can attend unreserve. To aim at the restraint 
of sentiments which are not in themselves illaudible, appears to me 
not merely an unnecessary effort, but a disgraceful subjection of 
reason to commonplace and mistaken notions. 

“*T will only add, that I have not had an opportunity, owing to 
geographical situation, of consulting my colleagues on this question, 
and if there is any failure, it rests entirely with me. 

**T beg to move—I mean, I beg to remain— 

W. H. Su-ru.” 


** Yours faithfully, 
days after that following on my 


All this, by the way, ha pact 
arrival, w M4 as aforesaid, 1 was standing at window looking down 


on the Lake. The door ; thought it br ng 
letters; still feasted on uties of sunlit Lake 
thumping tread; a stumbling as of men carry’ 
tamed qulekly ; discovered two strong porters in 
| sort of tent on stretcher; didn’t see me behind 








VoL, XOvII. 


” says the Count; “only, would you | 





| 


haps, I should say, endeavour to point 1 Me Srenty 
wendene. In | 


passage wherein | 
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MEMS. FOR 


THE MOORS. 


(By Our City Sporting Friend.) 


‘Iy You HAPPEN TO WING A BIRD, CATCH IT—AS YOU BEST CAN!” 











rather glad of it; didn’t like their looks or goings on. They opened 
tent; discovered human body closely —H dt a and winding 
sheets ; evidently on track of tragedy; was this Jack ? Eventreur 
or, seeing they were two—and French so particular about the plural 
—should I say Jaceves? Only it occurs to me that “ Jacques” is 
** James,” and so—but no matter,—to my . Nota word spoken ; 
Jacoves lifted the body between them and laid it on my bed. Drew 
the cere-cloths ; I caught sight of a pair of brown eyes and cheeks, 
remarkably rosy for a corpse. Perceiving me, the Body gave a pier- 
cing shriek—*‘ Mon dieu! Ce n'est ma chambre ! 

** Mais vous avez dit soirante-diz ?” 

** Non! non!” cried the Corpse, burying its face in the pillow, 
 Soizante-diz-sept.” 

Without more ado, Jaceves took re the bundle, re-deposited it 
within the tent, drew the curtains, trotted off. 

A puzzle to me then; know all about it know; patients going to 
tt td Jo 
porters ring put them into ; y necessary they 
should have correct number of room. Never forget look of terror 
in brown eyes when, fixed on me ing at window, discovered 
there had been mistake somewhere. ‘“‘ Like stout Cortez,” Siias 
Weee said, when I told him of the adventure— 

“When with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific, and all his men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.” 

1 say “‘ Yes,” tho’, to tell the truth, I was not thinking of Conrez 
at the moment. 








LANDING THE NOT OVER-PARTICULAR PIKE. 
Some more Sporting Notes from our Special Reporter, 

3 P.M.—It seems to me that we have been now ‘“‘ whipping” this 
pool for something like seven hours and a half without any result, 
and though I have got no less than three of my capitally made blue- 
bottle flies attached to my line, | am positive that as yet I have not 
Ft i being - r-~ all Bath b T det 
an it as as & sm an, t an 
ordinary on might have noticed it, especially as, owing to my 





finding the drawing-room ceiling-mop not pliant, coupled 
with the fact that I was new to the work, I could not “play” my 
fly very well, but dragged it about in a series of wob 
splashes over the surface of the water in a way certainly | 


z 


moment bringing it down with a reg 

cuee the ouines of the pool, and at another 

) —- py mle | oo = 
t raises a wave as 1 water, 

I cannot help feeling astonished at the stu 

ae be that should 
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: called a ‘‘ Gillie”—who has been most 
siderately told off bythe Laird to look after us and assist us in 


fll 
15° 
ii 
] 

ip 
Bee 
[ 

g EbaEa 


to be im I feared, not favourably, on our arrival at the 

the evening, and I soon discovered when We 
assembled at dinner, that at least three of the party staying in the | 
house were ingui rods, keenly alive to the very latest 
improvements in tackle, and regarding angling end all that om: , . 


corned from a high ctand-peins thet placed 16 almost en Be 
of a science. I felt instinctively in suc company Gat © 
worse than folly to let it be known that the Bulgarian Count 





nek 
Fig 





of a chimney- ’s apparatus, though I felt, if 
rise.” I began of course with one fly, wenst qamup to the wenel, [ mishtuenees 0 uur ie impression 
that the formidable size of the fish in the South-East of Europe 
necessitated the use of a thoroughly tough tackle of this description. | 








| ade ileal 


so. Vw Pee 


| the sound of an uproar of angry voices in 





ee 


Sepremper 21, 1889.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 











I was not, however, far out in my calculations, 

asking the Chief what fly he used, and the latter j 

seizing the carving-fork, and sa ‘ 

yah! ‘Im jump on fish, and 
| yah!” I could see that, though 

observation down with a “* Dear 
very much 

this sort of 


and might probably like to cond 

he proposed to divide the 

a couple of distinguished ; 

myself and my two foreign 

bit of water F t oo ee ae 

urposes, aD por us more wi 

dponed to _- but to acquiesce, 
here was ing for it, of course, but to i 

how it has come about that I have, as I have 

now about seven hours and a half hanging about in a 

clipping down every minute on scattered 3 

foaming torrent that seems ing from everywhere 

me at once, with about fifty RS, mye i 

which are attached three of my blue flies, by 

with a mass of weeds, in which aa pea 

hopeless tangle. Above us is the “* ” into whi 

Count has twice tumbled, I fancy, by 

weight of his rod, to which, however, clinging, as it kept hi 

afloat, he has both times been washed through the narrow 

my water, from which the Gillie and I have had no li 

in | him, and he is now somewhat exhausted, drying for 

the second time on the bank as well as he can in the cat onl 


rain. 


and as he came provided merely with a pitch-fork and large carving- 
knife, and, y-¢ ing several times into the pool and intimating 
that he could find no in it, started off, spite my earnest 
tions, to join the other party, and as I pay Ay long since I caught 
c i direction, I am afraid 
he must have been interfering in some unexpected and unpleasant 
way, and occasioning ird some annoyance and trouble. I 
thought so! For here he comes, yelling leaping along the left 
bank, flourishing in one carving-knife, and in the other— 
yes, it absolutely hy tail of a large-szed salmon ! 

But, dear me, what is this? y, there is something actually 

Yes, there is no mistake about it. Jt never can 
wait a moment, By Jove, I believe it 
s whip off 
the -. There must be som: up, for the Gillie, who has pre- 
_ served a stolid and sulky silence all the morning, is on his now, 
| watching my ings with a show of interest, and is bawling out 
| some directions to me, but I can’t catch what he says above the 

of the waters. ‘‘ Pay out more, mon!” or is it, ‘Haul in more 
| mon?” Ican’tmake out. By Jove whatever it is that is tugging wi 

have me off this rock if it keeps it 7 **Pay out?” Ihave out 
| the last yard. I must let go, or I shall be in. Ha! the Chief has 

seen me, and is coming to my assistance. He has gi 
whoop, sprung into the air, and disappeared wi 
flash of lightning below the surface. But, by Jove, I can’t stand 
this. [ee ee Rave gh oe SS tugging is fearful. 
I feel I can’t hold on muc longer. I thought so! Fm m ! 


Half-choked and blinded with the swirl of waters, I find myself 
being raised up on the bank by the B ian Count and the Gillie, 
a few feet further down, i ith an enormous fish (my fish), 
that he has got round the the Chief is also emerging from the 
water. In another moment he deposited the creature, which is 
still leaping and bounding about uncomfortably, before us. 
Well,” I say, in triumph, “it has taken some time. But three 
cheers for me, I have landed my first salmon.” 
a notice a nasty twinkle in the Gillie’s eyes, “Salmon,” he says, 
sure it’s nae salmon ye ve just got here.” 
. aoe a salmon!” I ask with indignant incredulity, ‘‘then what 
us, What iss it ?” continues the imperturbably disagreeable Gillie. 
Why it’s just a puir deil of a twenty bike, and to have risen 
to that teckle of yours, not an over- i e neither.” 
bout to reply, when I notice that the Laird and the two 
other “rods,” have come up, and are asking angrily for the Chief. It 
is evidently something about the tail of that salmon. It is really 
very awkward. 
1 wonder what mischief he has been up to! 


be a bite ! 


| tugging at my line. 
bea bite! Halloa, 
is. Yes, and if I don’t take care, it will have the w: 











ee —- ss — ——— 
Dn Ae Am 
A MUSICIAN OF THE FUTURE. 
(Zarly Playing at Sight.) 








THE DISPASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 
(Modern Style.) 


Ir is not that I do not love you, sweet, 

That I have been so of love's gold ; 

The world, and ht’s world, nothing like you hold. 
Wrapp'd in love’s royal robe from head to feet. 


If =! times a day we chance to meet, 
The flame of jy grows not with custom cold, 
As Summer's ing splendours still unfold 
A light more perfect, a diviner heat. 


Yea, and I hope, with reverent delight, 
fo I Good Oo ant, 00 ones o Bnet, 

You would be brave through bl , and your eyes 
With a serene delight grown brilliant 

W , like an angel’s in the vision’d night, 
Look their clear love, unchidden by restraint. 

ul. 

Yes ; but the prize obtained, the atmosphere 

Of mystic richness round the shrinéd saint ; 

Would take perforce the suburb’s smoky taint, 
And love less precious prove, though not dear. 
Your sweet sonatas, that I thrill to hear, : 

Would mock the memory then with tinklings faint 

In some trim villa parlour, fresh as paint, 
Where all things look too new, and all too near. 
So Summer wanes, and leafless are the boughs, 

And all the sunny bloom and colour dies, 

And my queer tempers try you, and your eyes 

peak of poor household cares, ’neath furrow’d brows. 

No! let us the immolating vows, 

And keep love sacred from realities. 








Srrarxine OsservaTions.—Mr. Buuws said last Thaseing thet the 
lesson of the Strike was, that ‘‘a man on cold water—he meant 
himself—could do more than a man on beer.” He subsequently 
remarked that there was still ‘‘ a good deal of the Old Adam in the 
Dock labourers.” Naturally, after so much Adam's ale. 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. 
Lundy— Comparison— The Island— Pic-nic — Sport— Clovelly— 
Hobby— Kingsley— Hooking It. 

As in pertein pasty of Scotland the object of everybody is to show 
| everybody else Lomond, to rash round corners surprise the 
| unw traveller with a sudden view of Ben Lomond, or, if Ben 

plays ide-and-seek with them and conceals himself from view 
hind impenetrable mist, the only other idea of passing the time in 
his absence is by guessing in what quarter he would be visible if the 
clouds would only lift, and in a general way making Old Ben th 
sole subject of conversation, so about the North Coast of Devon,— 
nobody is Saconghty many? fee Ce Ss unless he has caught at 
least one glimpse of Li F Gteod. an ied to make o poche 
forecast of the weather from its appearance. 
| Pgrren Consre, our Poet, who is well up in folk lore, informs us 
that there is an old tradition about Lundy which, he thinks, rans 
like this 
When Lundy is clear, When Lundy is high, When Lundy is low, 
Then rain is near. It 's sure to be dry. Look out for snow. 
“TI always thought that Lundy was a place where they made 
= s Giture Krve. = » 
: or pio-nic,” observes Miss Netey, telegraphing her opinion. 
She is right. Itis. A few days later, under the ing es a rock, 
Miss Netter, who delights in appearing as a female Robinson 





The Pigeon-Pierates of Lundy Island. 


Crusoe on a desert island, deftly spreads our table-cloth, arran 

the bread and fowl which have been deftly cut into portions under 
the personal superintendence of Our Own Mrs. Coox, and places the 
hock and soda-water in a natural wine-cooler, formed for the nonce 


by a miniature cave. We have had a three-hours’ voyage on an 
exceptionally lovely but broiling hot day, and having left the 
majority of our party at Clovelly, Gime Kove, Miss Netter, Tom 
Trower, and myself, are enjoying ourselves heartily, and two of us, 
speaking for Griire and self, reposefully. Tom Taow ier, however, 
is never absolutely in repose. If Haney Sxaymmacer were here, 
he and Tom mer go bound off together without stopping more 
than a second for a hae ae the absence of Harny, Tom is 
comparatively quiet. Tom is a type of a young sporting English- 
man, who, being of opinion that wherever he goes there must be 
something to be caught by line, or net, in river or sea, or somethin 
to be shot and cooked, or ridden after or run after, to be om 
killed, stuffed, or eaten, never travels anywhere without rods, lines, 
cartridges, guns, nets, boots for ing and hunting, spearin 
tackle and various other mysterious appliances, and so is pre 
for every kind of sport, from butterfly-hunting to mole-catching. 
On this occasion he — ot a lot of warlike instruments with him, 
and no sooner has he swallowed a mouthful, off a pint of Bass, 
lit a pipe, and sat still for at least three minutes, than he is away 
across the island, fully equipped for Only -an-hour after he 
has started, ‘‘The horn of the hunter is not heard on the bill,” but our 
steamer’s ruthless whistle blows, and when all, that is about twenty 
pesene who have landed, of whom the majority on this blazing hot 
ay have strewn themselves about the island rocks like listless lotos- 
eaters, while the minority have climbed up to the ‘‘Stores” in 


search of food and drink,—for there is no inn, only a couple of | W 


houses belonging to the same person, and a rd station,— 
when all these explorers have re-embarked in the boat, thun- 
dering down the craggy road comes Tom Trower, at a pace of 





| 


————, | 


ten miles an hour, rattling like a savage warrior on the 
with bags, guns, and and singing out ‘‘ Hi!” as the 
boat-load is just pushing off. In another our perspiring 
sportsman is taken on board. : 

** Just in time,” says the weather-beaten old paddler in the stern, 
*“* You'd not ha’ gat arf this, oonless th’ old y an his head 
in the direction of a steam-tug at anchor in bay—*‘ taken 
yer, and that carst a part a matter o’ ten pounds to get back to 
Coombe th’ other day T heerd ll.” . 

** Shot anything ?’ Task. We always ask Tom Trower this. 
replies, cheerfully, ‘‘ I saw one small bird—I don’t exact} 
know what he was,—but I couldn't come up with him; and then 
went after a diver, but he Sionpaessed. I saw a lot of wild fowl, 
and I should have had a shot at ’em, and made a good bag, 
only that blessed steam- whi frightened ’em all off, and I had to 
run the whole way back.” 

He lights a pipe, and is —— y tye cheerful over his 
day’s sport. Ts always much same with Tom Trowier. | 
remember him a few years ago, just the same, at his father’s house 
in the country. I’ve known him go out before daylight an 
damp punts, and be pelted on by hail and rain, and come 
drenched through his thickest Jerseys, and squelch 
which has got into his fisherman’s boots. 

When seated in a comfortable room after 
dinner, before a fire, with a pipe, book, 
and coffee, I have asked him, cheerily 
and sympathetically, as if once u a 
time L. too, had di this sort of thing, 
and been a great Nimrod, or Fishing-rod, 
or Ram-rod, or all three combined, ** Ab, 
Tom, back at last! shot anything?’ 
when he has invariably answered, as 
o— as a a highest 
e spirits, ‘* No, ing. u 
a> e lot of ‘Dirds.” And then follows 
his account of what havoc he would have 
made among the birds, beasts, or fishes, 
if only something hadn’t happened just 
at the very critical moment to prevent » 
him. Once, after being out all , he & 
—~ — _" hours late FF to 
large in the TrowLErs’ 
country Kemeny sete F in the hall in 
fall accoutremente—he had been pre- 
pared for shooting and fishing, so as not 
to lose a chanee—and in answer to every- 
one’s question, ‘‘ Shot an ?” with 
t glee he produced 
ve seen. 

Then there was such rejoicing! If he had killed a fine fat buck, 
and if the cravings of the family for food had beem amply satisfied by 
the result of Tom’s day’s sport, there couldn’t have been joy 


st 





After a Day's Sport. 
woodcock I ever remember to 


than there was in the house of TRow Ex on this occasion. Old TRow Ex, 
his father, sla) him heartily on the shoulder, and cried ‘* Bravo! 
Mrs. TROWLER t with emotion, his sisters kissed him and then 
stood back and him with admiration ; his younger 


brothers 

smiled and felt proud, though a little envious, of him, and as for 
the youthful Trow ters from thi to seven years old, they lea 
and skipped and were for running off there and then to wake up 
baby on my a their brave panes Tom hed s teaning 

ut being stopped in time from upsetting the nursery and frightening 
the infant out of his first sleep and into a fit, they carried off the 
diminutive bird in —— to the kitchen, and the next day we all 
partook of it—a of fourteen we were—solemnly and in great 
state, as a bonnebouche for lunch, Tom nobly refused his 
of the dainty, amounting to about the sixteenth part of an inch of 
flesh with a microscopic bone in it as asa needle, and sat watching 
the consumption of the bird—an operation which, including picki 
the bones quite clean, occupied the family fully three minutes,—w! 
the greatest possible satisfaction ; and on his face there r i 
smile of one who felt he had been the support of his parents in their 
old age, who had rescued his kith and kin from starvation, and, in 
fact, x pot Sees in vain. by sport to Tom Trower is 
even for the birds, beasts, an: es. 

However, this is a diversion—so was Tom TrowLen’s—and has not 
much to do with Lundy Island, which is well worth a visit, IF you 
get the right day, the right steamer, the right lunch and your 
own party. But don’t attempt it in a sailing-vessel, unless you are 
yachting, and have plenty of time on hand. 


Lundy is su to be connected with the mainland (according 
to the Guide ) by telegraphic cable. It wasn’t when we were 
there, as we found the cable b 


roken near the spot where we lunc 

© peopeced picking up the pieces and forwarding them to either 
the Admiralty, or the Post D 
its destination, we left it for the next Robinson-Crusoeder. 

Lundy Island, as being perfectly isolated, might serve for a leper 








Office, but being unable to determine 0D | 
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of having been sent down on 
| fren the Lanes Anan, Another 
| day, when we visited this place 


| tween the 
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station, or a cholera hospital. It 
must be a cheerful place in winter, 

t,as snow never there (so at 
{east I am informed, and I have no 
reason for suspecting my informant 
of being the very converse of the snow 
in this district), and as its climate is 

le doctor 


is yet a great future before it. We 
return to take up friends at Clovelly, 
where, on this hot day, they have been 
scarcely able to breathe, and have had 
to 1. for their lives with 

8 4 i 





| they are turned into refreshment- 





the top, a matter of about a 

mile, more or less, in the Up-early- 

and-very-pe i le. 
Nearly all 

are let out in lodgings, and, if not, 


places, chiefly for tea-drinking. 

a great displa 
china on their : 
days the china at 
bably genuinely valuable, - 
adays its appearance is suggestive 


and drove through the beauti 
“Hobby Drive” (why so called? 
except that, to make such a drive, 
was the landlord’s ‘‘ hobby”), there 
had been a heavy fall of rain, and 
we saw Clovelly below us, literally 
steaming, like a damp sheet Jai 
on a shelving bank to 

From a 
remains of a vi 


and put on the drag just 

Clovelly is the ouetondion of 

generations of fishers, bu’ 

“made” by Mr, Hoox, R. 

pil resomin besten asd se 
ys still about the as it is 

the interest of the inhabitan 

as it were, keep up the breed. Here, 

on the old pier, within the space be- 

rail and the beacon-light, 

a tight fit for one « woman, 

tre supposed to have sat, Kw _ 
ree Wi mean, 

are Fishers. and 

of imagination. The pier is the oldest 

pier of the realm, Plongi to the 

peerage of Ricnarp THE Seconp. 








Nursery Rhyme. 
Dicxory, Dickory, Dock ! 
The Cardinal picked the dead lock. 
The men struck. Then 


worked agen, 
Dickory, Victory, Dock ! 


Preasant Prospecr in Hourmpay 
TIMk.—The competitors i 
to be given for 
International M 
send their Manuscri 





“ RAISING THE (TRADE) WIND.” 


Cardinal Manning, ‘‘THern, THAT's RIGHT! Born se REASONABLE, AND WORK TOGETHER, 
Bizess you, My CarLpRen !” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
Wao has read ‘‘ A Ghostly Manifestation,” in the July Namber of Murray’s M 


ine, by “A 
d gives no clue as to the time or place of ** Manifesta- 
tion”? I can y recommend it to all of the marvellous, though the effect is somewhat 
discounted by there being nothing in the fact of the au remainin Suonymene sad | 
being silent upon all points that ought to assist investigation. No matter, it isa story for all that. 
Let’s hope it’s true. It would afford excellent material for the Spiritualistic ference sitting in 


Paris. 
Mr. Frawx A, Marswatt is to be congratulated, as are also his talented assistants, on the 
Sixth Volume of the Hewry Irvine Shakespeare, containing Othello, Antony and Cleopatra, 
‘oriolanus and Lear, Strong dramatis persone. Among the talented assistants who have done 
excellent work are Mr. Josern Kwicnur, First Knight Critic, Mr. Anruur Srmows, who has 
worked with a will, and ata Wu. The li f 


appear Mr. 


Crercrmay,” who withholds his name, an 


thus > 
am Fay ADAMS assisted Mr, 


it is i t igi has always been cmmtted for stage 
and instructive to read the history of each p oo mggeentotions. ae 





—The Pall-Mall Gazette wished that the termination of the strike could have 
— ice at St. Paul's, when Cardinal Mawwixe should officiate, 


Mr. 
religionists ise. Were such « jumble possible 
sect the Berikers would vtrike "up, end in whioh all would 
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MONSIEUR, MADAME. ET BEBE. 








! 


“CONFOUND THEIR POLITICS!” 
A SONG OUT OF SEASON, 
John Bull sadly sings :— 
** Come out, ’tis now ber!” 
So goes the good old glee. 
Ah me! I can remember, 
When it sweet to me, 
But in this period shocking 
Of strife and party din, 
Sach invitation 's mockin 


To one ** kept in.” 


The turnips and the stubbles, 
The trout-streams and the moors, 
Are there; but here are troubles 
Of strikes and spouting bores. 
Speech- morning papers, 
Prolix and dull as lead, 
Give a tired man the vapours,| 
Yet must be read. 


To talk of the Vacation 
Is just a bitter joke. 
No change of occupation, 

No lifting of the yoke, 

Comes with the me Autumn ; 
Quidnunes are still on quest, 
Toilings have not yet taught ’em 
The joys of rest. 


Time was when closed St. Stephen's 
Meant close of mouth and ear, 
Now silence never leavens 
The shindy of the year. 
The platform spouter preaches, 
The pulpit preachers spout ; 
’Tis speeches, speeches, speeches, 
Year in, year out ! 
Wire-pullers fume and fluster, 
Their tired but talky slaves 
Obedien: ay muster 
When Nature scattering craves. 








“— i. therags bot, 

t ga 

They ’ll t my Morni ost full 
’ Of rabid rot. ~ 


Grapstronr’s brought back from Paris 
Some new Campaign to plan, 
Ranpom the Rads must harass, 
Jox flout the Grand Old Man: 
Harcourt with buttered thunder 
Will rouse the Liberal rout. 
Fierce fight’s ahead! I wonder 
What it’s about! 
( Mh it wes just be js 
° my tra) greet 
J ons Weunak ) ad in Devon, 
Hard by the Watersmeet; 
Give that recluse a hint on 
Trout-flies and salmon- hooks, 
Or learn from him, at Lynton, 
Of men and boo 


Bat even in my gun-room 
The party - A appear, 

For rest, and sport, and fun room 
I cannot find e’en here. 

Yes, yes, the moors look pleasant 
This Autumn morn, no doubt ;' 

Bat | it, Punch, at present, 

can’t get out. 





Someraine tixe a Resvscrration.—The 
Revival of The Dead Heart. The = htly 
Tittle-tattler of the P. M. G. says of 
Heart, *‘ The revolutionary dance should be 
exciting.” Why? Is the waltz exciting ? 
Yet there is no more “‘ revolutio dance” 
than the waltz. How many revolutions a 
minute are there in a waltz ? 


Of the Turf Turfy. 
Lorp Lucre has a “‘ crack” of splendid pose ; 
He runs it off its legs, just ‘‘to make qe 
Then sells it. Scandal to the human race [Sir, 
Is the inhuman racer ! 











HOLIDAY WISDOM. 


Tue British Medical Journal wisely warns | 
the middle-aged tourist against over-exer- | 
tion in his autumn holiday. ‘‘ The annual 
holiday,” it says, ‘is essentially adapted to | 
the tastes and habits of youth.” The “ hard- 
worked man over forty,” with whom “the | 
digestive and circulatory functions are often | 
seriously at fault,” tries to fall—or rise—into 
the spirit of adolescent boliday activity, and | 
naturally fails, or suffers for a partial success. | 
“The middle-aged tourist must be chary of | 
undertaking tasks which involve physical | 
fatigue which could be undergone with ease 
when he was younger.” Words of wisdom | 
these, h “ vanity glorious” middle-age, | 
with proud memories of earlier prowess as 
walker or climber, is unwilling to admit the 
trath of them. Let the M. A. T. lay them to | 
heart. He is in “ the prime of life,” —of course | 
—let him keep in it, by spenineey trying | 
to hark back to the “early prime,” of youth, | 
elastic, wiry, well-wi with digestion and 
—— * et om after all is -_ 
another ‘‘ prime.” To put it epigrammati- | 
cally, after a celebrated model :— 

Middle-A Tourist (wistfully). Fain would 
I feb, but that my “ wind” seems | 

Medical Adviser (decisively). If thy heart’s 
flabby, do not climb at all ! 





Nore vor British AssociaTION OMITTED 
py Ma. A. B. W. Kewwepy, F.R.S., 0v 518 
Discourse at Newcastie.—Sometimes names 
are in keeping with the fitness of things. 
Take for instance, “‘ Porr’s Compressed Air 
System.” What more appropriate name for 
the inventor of a ‘‘ compressed air system 
than “ Popp” ? Air is compressed in a vessel, 
and then “‘ Porr goes the ” which an- 
cient ditty, if revived and adapted to the oca- 
sion, night achieve a new Porp-ularity. 






















































































“CONFOUND THEIR POLITICS!” 


Mx. Puncu. “NOW THEN, JOHN,—AREN’T YOU COMING?” 
‘Mx. Bou. “COMING! WHAT, WITH ALL THIS TO GET THROUGH! 1 WISH TO GOODNESS THERE WAS 
A ‘CLOSE TIME’ FOR SPEECHES! !” 
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A GENTLE HINT. 


ym. ‘* Bao PARDON, Miss! BUT IF YOU WAS TO 'IT THE SADDLE A LITTLE LESS 'ARD, IT 'UD BE BETTER FOR BOTH YOU AND THE 'Oss |" 








“MERRY MARGIT” AS IT IS. 
(Another Communication from the side of the Dear Sea Waves.) 
| was told it was greatly improved—that there were alterations 


in the sea-front suggestive of the best moments of the Thames| ful 


| Embankment—that quite ‘‘ smart” people dail raded the pier. 
| So having had enough of ‘‘ Urn-bye,”’ Y caval om. The im seve. 

ments scarcely made themselves felt at the Railway Station. m- 

ingly they not attracted what Mr. Jzames would call *‘ the upper 
| suckles.”” There were the customary British middle-class matron 

from Peckham, looking her sixty summers to the fall in a sailor hat ; 
the sea-side warrior first cousin to the Billiard-marker Captain with 
flashy rings, beefy hands, and a stick of pantomime p ions, and 
the theatrical lady whose connection with the stage I imagine was 
confined to capering before the footlights. However, they all were 
there, as I had seen them any summer these twenty years. 

But I had been told to go to the Pier, and so to the Pier I went, 
glancing on my way at the entertainers on the sands, many of whom 

found to be old friends, Amongst them was the ‘h”’-less phreno- 
logist, whose insight into character, apparently satisfied the parents of 
any child whose head he selected to examine. Thus, if he said that 
a particularly stupid-looking little boy would make a good architect, 
schoolmaster, or traveller for pence goeees a gentleman in an alpaca- 
coat, and a wide-awake hat bow gratified acquiescence, a 
demonstration that would also be evoked from a lady in a dust 
cloak, when the lecturer insisted that a giggling little girl would 
make a “‘ first-rate dressmaker and cutter-out.” 

Arrived at the Pier, I found there was tw to pay for the 
privilege of using the extension, which Pa 9 restaurant, a band, 
some talented fleas, and a shop with a window partly devoted to the 
display of glass tum with legends of an amusing 
, acter, such as ‘* Mother-in-Law,” ‘‘Jack’s Night 
“ap,” “ Aunt Julia’s Half Pint,” and so on. were a num 
of seats and shelters, and below the level of the shops was a landing- 
or fens Which twice a day two steamers from or to on removed 
or landed passengers. During the rest of the four-and-twenty hours 
Tietmed to be occupied by a solitary angler, catching chi 

be Band, in spite of its uni 
at “Urn Bye.” 








which I found the young gentleman who sold the programmes prac- 
tising during a pause between the morning’s selection and the 
afternoon’s performances. But still the Band was a very tuneful 
one, and increased the pleasure that the presence of so many delight- 
romenaders was bound to produce. Many of the ladies who 
walked round and round, talking courteously to Anny in all his 
varieties, wore men’s habits, nl et simple (giving them the semblance 
of appearing in their shirt-sleeves), while their heads were adorned 
with fair wigs and sailor hats, apparently fixed on together. 

These free-and-easy-looking damsels did not seem to find favour 
in the eyes of certain other ladies of a sedater type, who regarded 
them (over their novels) with undisguised contempt. These other 
ladies, I should think, from their conversation and appearance, must 
have been the very flowers of the flock of Brixton Rise, and the 
créme de la créme of Peckham Kye society. Of course there were 
a number of more or less known actors and actresses from London, 
some of them enjoying a brief holiday, and others engaged in the less 
lucrative occupation of ‘* eo 

However, the dropping of ‘‘h’s,” even to the accompaniment of 
sweet music, sooner or later b es monot , and so, after 
awhile, I was glad to leave the Pier for the attractions of the Upper 
Cliff. Oa my way I passed a Palace of Pleasure or Varieties, or 
Something wherein a twopenny wax-work show, seemed at the 
moment to be one of its greatest attractions. This Show contained a 
Chamber of Horrors, a scene full of quiet humour of NaroLeow THE 
Turd Lying in State, and an old Efig of Gronox THE Tauren. 
Collection included the waxen head of a Nonconformist Minister, who, 
according to the lecturer, had been “‘ Wery good to the poor,”’ pre- 
served in a small deal-box. There was also the ‘ Key-Dyevie” of 
Egypt, General Gonpow, and Mrs. Marsnicx. Tearing myself away 
from these miscellaneous memories of the past, I ascended to the East 
Cliff, which had still the “ apartments-furnished ” look that was wont 
to distinguish it of yore. There was no change there ; and as I walked 
th the town, which once, as a watering-place, was second ~<* 
im to i Waren S contney ogo hae Sec He WY. © re of 
Beav Nasn,—I not help thinking astonished the ghosts of 
the fine ladies and gentlemen who visited ‘‘ Meregate” in 1789 must be, 
if they are able to see their successors of to-day—‘‘ Good Old Cuawiie 
Capp,” and Miss Torsre Sroart Prawtacener, née TomPxins, 
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“BETWEEN YOU AND ME AND THE POST.” 
Dear Mr. Puncn, I am entirely at one with your Correspondent 
“ A PERPLEXED ORNITHOLOGIST ” pA his protest agai 
so complacently referred to in the 
permitting tomtits to build 
they are actually capable, by i 
hatching the contents of such envelopes 
tion. I need meg Oe out, Sir, 
community at large that the discretion 
Service and the inviolability i 


to suspect id ostmaster- 
General represents,—as the following experience of my own may 
serve to 

Some time ago, I had occasion to 


| 


_ accomm: 
hinged bill 





extremely private and deli- - 
cate nature respecting the 
character and an’ ents | 
of an acquaintance. I sub- 
sequently found, to my 
extreme surprise, that the 
facts contained in my com- 
munication had become 
common knowledge in the 
village to which the miss- 
ive had been addressed, 
and—what was still more 
curious—the explanation 
was in each case identically 
the same—they ali said— 

“a little bird had told 
them”! 

Pe AL or a bird | 
of sim msities, 
must have established it- | 

self at some point’ along | 
| the postal route, seems to | 

me now too clear to admit 
| of doubt, and I only regret 

that I was unable to set 
|up this defence in the | 
| action for libel which was 
| subsequently brought 

| against me, as it might 

have made a material 
| difference in the verdict of | 
| the jury. 

Sir, that, 
| taken the precaution of 

enclosing my revelations | 
jin a en , in- 

stead of committing them 
to a simple » a8 

I incautiously did,— that 

would not have protected 

them from the interference 
of the bird, and yet my 
negligence in this 


| motherhood on the part of 

P-» ey "tenn 
w ca 

| preferred for feleestall- 

| sation! I remain, Sir, 

Yours veraciously, 

PLosuxin Jez, F.R.Z.B. 


Isthmian Club, 

Puwrcn, Orv CHarriz, 
What price large 
berries?’ Good old 
ostmaster-General and 
his Tomtit! He romps off 
with the currant-loaf, and 
no ove in the same field 
with him. But joking 
apart, dear boy, I’m 
i to get a notion 
| that letter-box at the 
| place where an old Aunt of 
| mine hangs out (and hangs 
on) wants . i i. 
‘ve written her appeals 
which would ve ¢x- 
oof from an auto- 
/matic scent-distributor 


w gone 
wrong with works 
but, though the old girl 
166 e€ ' 

I eve ae - —4 found a 
| percepti race of oof in 
the letters when they turn 
up at my end! Isn’t there 


| 
| 
| 


VACATION TIME. THE G. O. M. ON TOUR. 





was made one of the points | 
in the case against me! T: that my example may serve as a 
warning to L., who, like myself, may feel constrained to denounce 

| the Rascal the Hypocrite at all costs (mine were ’ 

| am, dear Mr. Punch, Yours always, 

One wHo Prerers To Remain Anonymovs, 


Dear Mr. Poncn, — 
Fag 
| about it, Sir, I do think the Postmaster 


ze aca 
im in 
ch succeeded 


thorities, 


official scarlet, and stationed it 
soe eg 

simirable t 

majestically at 


where it submitted with exemplary docility to be 


jn | find at november a agreeable home and careful f 


2 , in 
| hatches a brood of little oof-birds? Wherever the little beggars fly 
to when they ’re oe they don’t come and roost with 
ours impecuniously, CuarLes CHIPLess, 


+ 








ent abroad sends us 

of September 12 :— 
lishman or American, wil! 
in the house of a 


. 


‘* EncLisH As suk 18 Wrors.”—A 
this cutting, from the Frankfurter Zeitw 
| “Por Enoiisumen.—An older gentleman, 


cultivated widow in Bayreuth who understands the Eng 
As there might be a rush of “ older gentlemans” anxious to avail 
themselves of this chance, we suppress the Advertiser's address. 


PROBABLE Tap Femme We a = iy of Mowaco 
prohi bling ere rea -house 

saad foto a Bath and Club-houss, would not te Carlo be more 
: an and a by seein the wane aye & 
ltesse ! Rouge-et- rinct whole world, 
will be the Prince's little game ? 


jeu, A lanc 
the 
Questions sent to, and ennwered ty, or 











half-world too, is asking what 
is not 


work in the Mini: is 
= Onn oe on 
of him as 


t my ? 
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*ARRY ON THE BATTLE OF LIFE. 


| Dean Cuantie,—My ‘oliday’s over. I've bin down in Devon this year, ; 
| Where I've climbed sech a lot of igh “ills that I’m blowed if my legs ain’t 


gone queer. : 
Dead dotty, Tike Chitabob, Cuantie, Next time, if I ave pe pick,' 
I mean potting some place where life isn’t a// muckintogs, bing, and stick. 
Pooty scenery’s all very proper, but then it ain’t 
everyone cares Z 
For a fortnit of bellowsing busters where walks is all 
getting bw ey ‘ : : 
= I'm fair touched in the wind with long scrambles in 
- gaiters and waterproof coat, 
’Arkr’s got a good leg of his own, but he ain’t like a 
dashed mountain goat. 
Coming back in the train I got reading ; that don’t 
j often ’appen with me, ; 
|" But the comp’ny was mugs, so I tried for a spell at 
the good old D. 7. 

It ’as turned on its old Autumn tap of long letters. 
oa ees oad ew h Living?” least 
Appears to be, “‘Is Life Worth Living?’ ways 

that’s as J made it out, 
~.. Worth living? Wot next, dear old pal? Wy, the 
ad geesers might just as well 
If Drink is worth Drinking! To anser that question 
ain’t much of a 
| It depends on the tap of the tipple! You ask any man with a thust 
If lotion ’s worth lapping ; there’s only one thing as he "ll want to know fust. 


v« he, ‘‘ Js it lotion, or catlap?” Jest so; and it’s ditto with Life. 
All these mugs as spin yarns about marriage, and ochre, small screws, a bad 







"Arry & Parry. 


wile, 
| Hedgereation and Happy-go-lucky, I say as they all miss the mark. 
Life is jest the best biz in creation,—purvided you makes it a lark. 


A lack, Cusssis ; that’s where the laugh comes. These dockers now, out on 
the strike, 

Most likely ain't fly to the fun of it; dessay if Rotherhithe Mraz 

Could put his big paw to a pen, and explain hisself, in the D. T., 

When Bvans wasn't looking, he’d say as Ais life wasn’t much of a spree. 


Mrxe carnt, and wot’s more he don't want to; tain'’t them ’ardest ’it as ’owls 


most 
In this ’ere bloomin’ Battle, dear boy. It is most on it cold tea and toast. 
Mere ink-slinging slop, this discussion, in which every flat who feels bad 
For a cut in ean hair his pet grievance or trot out his favourite fad. 
"Anny isn’t no “‘ pessymist,”” Coar.ie; them sort is a specie of mug 
As | ’ate most pertikler, fair J’s, with no heye for the snide and the snug ; 
Always nagging at Nature poremaies, and pulling a precious long face, 
Because they'd the blessed bad luck to be booked for the great Human Race. 
I should jest like to twig ’em at dinner! If some on ’em ain’t got a twist 
Like a fourteen-year-old at a tuck-shop, I’m wrong. It’s moonshine and 


must, 
Their so-called philosophy, Cuantre. Their learning’s a fat lot of use, 
If it only means cackling at Nature, and hissing at Life like a goose. 
I’m practical, lam, my Pippin. Yes, Life isa Battle, no doubt, 
And you've got to be fly with your mawleys, or else you may get a knock-out, 
| We carn’t all be winners, that’s certain. Wotofit? It’s like pitch-and-toss, 
Where, if everyone ‘ad tossing tanners, there could be no gain, nor yet loss. 
| “*Heads I win, mate, and tails you don’t lose!” 
philanterpest cry 
Of the preachers and Socialist spouters. It’s kibosh, dear boy—all my eye ; 
Pooty _— a but won’t work ; pooty pattern of goods in piece, but won’t 


wash. 
You must put up your dukes and give toko, or take it; the rest is all bosh. 


I’m a Darwinite all up my back. If my hancestor perched on a tree, 
He made shift to get top and nail nuts; the result, arter ages, is Me! 
Not much of the monkey about me, I flatter myself as to phiz 


But 1m still on the climb arter nuts; that’s hfe’s game, and the only good biz. 


The fittest survives, so they tell us; all right, my dear bey, bese Iam! 
And there ’s lots of surviving in me, I can ‘em. Oh, Life’s real jam 
If you only jest shove to the front; but to do that, old pel, you must shove, 
And not mind all their blessed bow-wow about manners brotherly love. 
“Ware elbers!” dear boy, that’s the motter; the strongest and s 

all [the wall. 


ts ail, 
And them with short wind and weak ribs, wy in course they must go to 


Put yer Socialist spout in a crowd at a race, or theayter on fi 
And then see where the “kind i 


to retire. 
| In the great Ring of Life you must with the raw uns, I tell yer, old pal, 
And Cr chivalry ” game—ask Krerary, or ‘old Brswarce !—is bby 


That’s yer modern h 


harpest 


re, 
ness’ comes in, mate, and who’ll be the fust 


—_—_— 
—— 


gen Ged enya devas a flummox, will you risk the 
win and tin é 
By chivalry? No; give him one in the wind like a shot, | 
and romp in. 
sentiment mucks the best mill, and our spouters 
top allon the slop; over the shep, 
From GLapstone to inal MANNING, snivel al] 
About ‘‘own flesh and blood,” and Wealth’s duties, the 
Sweaters, and Housing Poor. 
Bah! The oof bird flies out o’ the winder when sentiment 
dabs at the door. 
That fowl lays the true golden heggs, but there ain’t nigh 
enough to go round 
And give each one a basket-full, CHaAR.ie ; at least that’s 
wot I’ve always found. 
I say git as near to the nest as yer can, mate, and ’ave the 


fast grab ; . 
And then let bluebag pessymists grumble, and Socialist | 
levellers gab! 


Worth living? Lor, yus, with the Oof, Cuartre! Give 
me a little look-in, ; 

And see if I won’t make things hum! With my tastes, 
and a ’atfull of tin, 

Small hodds if I stick to a bachelor’s life, or shake down, 


mate, and marry. 
The Battle of Life, Pll go Nap, shall be won in egestas by 
RY. 








WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TWENTY-FOURTH EVENING. 

“TI xNow a young man,” said the Moon. “I have) 
many opportunities of seeing him, for he is in the habit | 
of coming home very late at night. He lodges with an | 

: Aunt who is | 

— ~ ae te te | 

wi ut | 

she goes to bed | 

early, and he 

has a latchkey, | 

and is very care- | 
ful not to dis- 
turb her slum- | 


; gal ; bers. : 
Mit SMM Mi Wat Iw 
ever, when he came home, he was horTified to find he | 
had forgotten his latchkey. The window-fastenings of 
the front room on the ground floor were not difficult to | 
undo; but then there was Carlo, his Aunt’s pet dog, who 
slept there. Carlo, as his mistress was never tired of 
saying, was the most intelligent animal that ever barked, 
and the best house-dog in the whole world. At the 
slightest sound, the faithful Carlo would alarm the 
whole household, and plunge the poor young man into 
hopeless disgrace! He walked up and down undecidedly 
for some time, but at last he grew eo sleepy and desperate | 
that he determined to risk everything, and get through | 
the window, in the teeth of the devoted guardian of the | 


ouse. 
““He made a good deal of noise, for he was not) 
accustomed to forcing windows, still, to his t sur- 
prise, he did not arouse Carlo. He came f ound 
down on the floor with a thump, having mistaken the 
place of a chair,—but still Carlo made no sign. The 
young man was relieved and grateful, but puzzled as 
well, for he knew the dog must be in the room 
where. At last he found the matches, and struck a 
light—and then he burst out laughing more loudly than 
was quite prudent. For Carlo, the intelligent watch- 
dog, aye aware that the room was broken 
to, bu intelligence being even 
valour, Carlo was lying in the corner behind the door, 
industriously ‘shamm dead,’ wi 
none of — ue ene ee is of a 
generous disposition, for betray 
cowardice to his mistress the next morning ; and, what 
is more,” added the Moon, “I believe that he will 
always preserve an honourable silence on the subject. 





i 





By A RervrNEp AND wRist.—To what 











Vierrmrsep To’ 
} wd do extortionate Hotel-keepers belong? To the Hins- 
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OLD HIGHLAND 
WHISKY, 


vs 7 years, Very ma, “48s. Oe. 

~ 10 ,, Extra Fine, 60s, 28s. 

15 ,, For invalids, 72s. 34s. 
25 ,, Finest Liqueur, 120s, 


OREL BROS., COBBETT & SON 
(LIMITED), 

210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT ST. 

Whisky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 


CORK 
USTILLERIES 60.S |. 
OLD IRISH 


HISK Yl 


be had of nei Doster, one ane 
to whet dF in casks and 
CORK DISTILLERIES COMPANY, “ae. 
MORRISON'S ISLAND, CORK. 














FOR LUNCHEON 
& DINNER. 
A Remarkable Red 
Wine 
30s. per Dozen. 


Of Exquisite Bouquet 
and Delicious Flavor, 
gearanteed absolutely 
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S. & H. HARRIS’S 


HARNESS COMPOSITION BON ITE BLACKING 
Warearncer). — aPearncor). For Boots, Harness, and 
x Leather Articles 
SADDLE PASTE POLISHING PASTE. 


( Warzarncer.) Fos Cisasime Metats axe Gisse 


Manufactory: LONDON, E. 





NEAVE’S FOOD [2 ; 


BEST AND CHEAPEST. 











10 youn Health, Strength 
ME C.B 


HARNESS? mast a 
re ECTROPA, HI 
So BELT SATHIG.. ig’ 


Mnpeeas B. 
ta. as gy Company. + he ee 


THE DIAMOND MARK. 


70 Weed Tae 7HE BEST 


baits MAND zo 4 in 


DIAMOND MARK, 


and insist upon receiving 
HUNGARIAN APERIENT | WATER 
SOLD BY THB 


Apollinaris Co, Limited, 
LOM, 


REDFERN 


Mest 


ee 


THE BEST HEATING APPARATUS. 


Pavenren Eveatwures 





SAVING OF FUEL 3%—45 PER CENT. 
Perfectly Smokeless: attested by the 


Nazionat Sone Anstement Inerizurion. 
In we at the London beari Schools. 


H. HEIM, Manufacturer, 


(Prospectus and Price List sent free,) 


41, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C. 


LOHSE’S” 


(MAIGLOCKCHEN) 


LILY 














SEAM CORSET. 


‘Wil not spilt in the seams 
Or tear in the Fabric 


"Perfect Cond Jom, UP SONS 
bans Fv Fy 





Prices h meets 4 
and ie ter "Pawovore i bd 
to He ighness 
: eh . Wigmore St., has 


Try THE “PLANET” PENS. : 
Try THE “PLANET” pens.| BRILL'S 
moar. | SEA SALT. 


ADAMS’S BRACING ‘AND REFRESHING. 
FURNITURE OF ALL CHEMISTS, &c 


cum come LOLISH-| TOO FAT. 


OLD AyD BST. 
a Lady ‘Wwepaper) Kk. GORDO Eb t Pille STOUTN Bas 
: Oi reeaanliig © D rapidly = ake tertataly mate height, weight, 
by Grocers, lronmongers, Oilmen, £e. ” or ile me 
Manufactory—SHEFFIELD. Da Goanon, 10, Bravewicn Rquare, L:ndon 


LIEBIG J. EXSHAW & GO.'S 


COMPANY'S Beets es at tows 
Horooo0aC 





















































MADE WITH BOILING WATER. 


ePPSs'Ss 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


MADE WITH Soune & MILK, 


CLARNIOO IBLLY. 


rofesor Heusea, Hon. Sec. of the Scciety of 
oan slybeal Chemiste, aye >" Clarnicn Jellies ore 
Ri Wholesome nuredients 

ined fom truits, and ace 





y barmees 


, as y Gear end ercelient 
withoat troubie or ski! 
cep in any climate for an inae Goite Ome.” 
or wy GROCERS AND STORES, 
In Quart, Pint, — a. and Penay Bample 
els 


CLARKE, WICKOLLS, a COOMBS, LTD., 


LONDON 


GoLnas _s BRONZE HAIR. — 
hatain wees te can be 
Hai vot eey ¢ cotear saree 
WINTER 472, 0> me , laa 
“ 64., 2s. Por tinting gre yor 
Mair AKIN 1 is invaluabdie 


TESTIMONIALS 


in Favour oF 


CALYX-EYED NEEDLES, 


need.es are most useful, and the wondes 
Me that hat theyrare not to be bought In every retell 








“st tke thon very Much; can thread six in the 
pe cones ordimary nerdie.”"—Mas ii 
them ‘for sewing Heot-lrot. ctors oa 
wort.’ “2. & 





wane -* oy have your beby 
bright, and good? 
Bim it well end fed it 
DR KIDGE'S FOOD 





Cubes, Siramenium, and 


Cannab.Ind Aiwnysrelieve, 
SAVAR’S and frequently cure Asthma, 
Throat Cough, Bronchitis, 
Influenza Ose Cearetts 


CUBEB imeures & good night's :est. 
Box of 12, ls. , H, ts. 64 
Yul d@recuoms Ali hemiots 


CIGARETTES. Sozereme’ . bag > Wood O48 
* poules, 


6d per bos 





COLT’s 
DOUBLE-ACTION 
ARMY REVOLVER, 


“Sire jed to MH OM, War Department, 


8 SINGLE-ACTION ARMY 
pavoLven. as sdopted by the United 
rhomyix” Fiazo. 6 Government. 
tates the Coitend 
bester Me SI Wye trtuge, 4) eal 
cout VER, POCKET REVOLVER, 
abvou' Vest pocket, Leet qual v4 
only. osiy as Kevol vers are used al) over the wort 
gt Ae ot and 


sede aad 
the ¢ toe List free. 
COLT’ 3 PIMEA UMS Co, 4, Pall Mali,Lonéon 4. W. 


A PLEASURE 70 Daz. Mover Requires Orisding, 


writes: 
FKROPP fey se 
complete, Black 
Macdioip; ivory Mi Handie, in 


CAEL BOLLE GhOtrD 


Sra Ss RAZOR, 








SUNLIGHT <q p}- 


WRIGHT 3: 
COAL” 
= TAR: 
SOAP 





Sal Drugeists & Mineral Water Dealers, 


= - _ 
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A) G00 [PRESSION 


SOME OF ITS USES. 


For Cleaning, Scouring, Scrubbing, Polishing METALS, MARBLE, PAIN: 
CUTLERY, CROCKERY, MACHINERY, GLASSWARE, EARTHENWA! 

WINDOWS, OIL-CLOTHS, BATHS, BRASS-PLATES, STAIR-RODS. 
For Washing DISHES and Cleaning all KITCHEN UTENSILS. For SOILED HANS 


For Steel, Iron, Brass and Copper Vessels, Fire-Irons, Marble, Statuary, Mirrors, 
Floors, Mantels, and a Thousand Other Things in HOUSEHOLD, 
SHOP, FACTORY, and on SHIPBOARD. 


REMOVES RUST, DIRT, STAINS, TARNISH, &: 
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PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 
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